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One 


Dave's annual Christmas parties usually ended with someone vomiting (Dave), someone having to run home 
early because a kid got sick (Chris), or someone deciding he'd had enough debauchery for one night (Nate). And 
every year, someone brought the most disgusting thing they could find for the secret Santa (Taylor). 


This year, someone decided he was going to turn the tables on Taylor. He made sure everybody else was 
distracted before hiding his gift under the tree. Then, when Dave was sure everybody had enough to drink to 
make the gift exchange funny, he gathered everyone around the tree. Dave liked handing out the gifts. It was 
his party, he reasoned, he got to play Santa. He handed out other gifts to friends and crew, always leaving his 
band mates until last. 


Nate received a deck of dirty playing cards. He immediately looked to Taylor. "This is the best you could do this 


year?" 
"Not from me, dude" 


Chris had a little giggle. 


"This is weak, even from you." 
M 


Chris received a package of mega stuf Oreos with a threat attached, ‘Lose the Fedora or else: . "Really? We're 
still talking about the fucking Oreos? And | like my hat. Deal with it" 


Dave smiled but said nothing. 


The last two gifts sat under the tree. One had Dave's name it. One had Taylor's. He picked Taylor's up and 
handed it to him. 


"Open yours first" The drummer suggested to Dave. 

‘Is it from you?" 

"I don't know. Open it” Taylor's mischievous grin gave him away. 

Inside the gift bag Dave held, he found a small scrap of red flannel. "What is this?" He held it up. That's when 
he noticed a thing piece of black elastic sewn to the flannel. Dave put the bag down and used both hands to 
hold up the elastic/flannel concoction. 

"I think that part is supposed to go on your jurk. It's a flannel g-string." Nate pointed out. 

"From you?" 

"Nope" 

"Great. | can see how this would keep me warm." 

"My turn?" Taylor held his gift-wrapped box in his hands. 


"Your turn. Let's hope you got something a little better than a scrap of flannel attached to some dental floss." 


The blonde excitedly ripped into his gift, hoping to find something good. What lay nestled in the red tissue paper 
left him confused. "What is it?" 


"| don't know. Let's see it" Dave replied, trying to peer into Taylor's box. 
Taylor lifted the item and Chris and Nate immediately started to giggle. 
"Oh" Dave smirked. "That looks like a candy cane." 


Taylor turned the dial on the bottle and the candy cane started to vibrate. "Looks like a big, thick, vibrating 


candy cane." 


Maybe whoever gave it to you wants to use it on you, T" Chris suggested 

"Was it you?" 

"Nope. You wish." 

"What about you, Mendel?" 

"Afraid not 

Then all eyes turned to Dave, who grinned, shrugged, and walked off 

Later, Nate opened his dirty playing cards and the four of them sat down for a game of poker. 
‘Strip poker!" Dave drunkenly slurred. 

"Get out of here with that" Chris scowled. After only four hands, he was called home anyway. 


The game dissolved after that. The three of them sat around, looking at Nate's playing cards when he was 
called away by someone else. Taylor sat opposite of Dave, idly flipping through the cards. 


"So was it you?" 

"Was what me?" 

"The vibrator." 

"Did you get me the flannel g-string?" 

The drummer grinned but gave nothing away. "Go put it on" 

‘If | use my gift, you have to use yours." 

"On you?" 

Dave pulled the g-string from the little bag and stuffed it into his jeans pocket. He rose and wobbled a little, 
turning to head toward the stairs. Taylor waited and watched before rising and heading that way, too, armed 
with his candy cane. Up in Dave's bedroom, he found the singer laying across his bed, wearing nothing but a 


tiny triangle of red plaid over his junk Taylor held up his gift, turned it on high, and walked over to the bed. 


"Is Santa ready for this peppermint stick?" 


"Gross, T" 
"You bought for me!" 

"| didn't! 

"Dave... come on" 

"Taylor, | swear | didn't get that for you. | got the fucking Oreos for Chris” 
Taylor had crept up onto the bed and had one hand on Dave's thigh. "Really?" 


"No, of course | fucking got you the damn vibrator. | got him the Oreos, too. And the stupid dirty cards for 
Nate." 


"Did you get yourself the g-string, too?" As he asked, Taylor hooked a finger in the elastic at Dave's hip and 
snapped it. 


"Ow." Dave cringed. "No. You got this.” 

"Nope. | got a blow up doll for Gersh." 

"What? Then who - ?" Dave sat up, a look of panic spread across his face. 

"Gotcha" The blonde smirked before pouncing on Dave. He pressed the vibrating candy cane against the swatch 


of fabric before seizing the older man's mouth. After a long, sloppy kiss, he muttered, "Merry Christmas, 
fucker." 


